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the Mysore invaders. Bangalore was taken, and Sir David
Baird released from his dungeon, and the British army then
pushed on to the walls of Seringapatam, where Tipu had
retired with the main body of his army. Cornwallis, with a
gallant old officer named General Meadows as second in com-
mand, advanced in three columns to attack the enemy's great
host on each side. -A tremendous battle was fought, and
Tipu Sahib's army eventually gave way along their whole
line, and retreated in disorderly panic to the shelter of the
fortress, leaving 4,000 killed and wounded beneath the walls.

Tipu Sahib was mad with rage and anguish. He resolved
to avenge his defeat by assassinating the victorious General.
The plan seemed to him an easy one. He knew by his spies
that Cornwallis was a man of simple habit, and made his head-
quarters in a tent that was generally unguarded save by one
or two sentries. Tipu, therefore, called for a party of his
Mohammedan horsemen, and, having drugged them with the
intoxicating * bhang/ so that they were maddened with what
is the Eastern equivalent of ' Dutch courage,' he gave them
orders to make a dash through the English camp and cut the
General to pieces in his tent. It is possible the plot might
have succeeded, for the men were not to be easily distinguished
from the native cavalry in English service. But they went
about their work too noisily, and the outrage was prevented
by a party of Bombay sepoys who intercepted them on their
way to the headquarters' tent.

Finally, Tipu Sahib was compelled to sue for peace, which
was granted him on terms very favourable to the East India
Company, who regained all their territory. It was not, how-
ever, the last of our wars with the Nizam of Mysore, and
he was soon on the war-path again with a great army, officered
and trained by French soldiers.

General Meadows, who has been previously mentioned as
second in command of Cornwallis, did some very brilliant
work in these camgaigna He was not a great General, but
he was a dashing loader of forlorn hopes in daring assaults,